i io	BEYOND HORIZONS
"That is good," he would say as he set down the empty mug.
"There are two times when a man is happy up here—when his belly
is full of hot liquid and when he is in his sleeping-bag."
When we started in the Norge a friend in Spitzbergen presented
us with two big thermos flasks filled with a concoction of hot
grease and meat-balls. It tasted like garbage to me. Yet as we passed
over the North Pole, Amundsen helped himself to two mugs of
this terrible slum and smacked his lips over them.
We had been down to Rome together to meet Nobile and inspect
the Norge, On our way back to Oslo Amundsen turned to me sud-
denly in our compartment and said: "I know where to get the best
coffee and rolls in the world." I asked where, and he said: "In
Copenhagen." I told him that city wasn't on our route.
"Never mind," he said. "It will take only a day, and we have
plenty of time."
We detoured to Copenhagen, and he took me to a pastry-shop.
Ii was the worst coffee I ever tasted, but it fulfilled Amundsen's
expectations.
We were coming East from Seattle after the Norge flight. Being
due to arrive in Chicago one morning at seven-thirty, Amundsen
and I were up early to shave and dress. The porter brought us a
telegram informing us that a committee from the Chicago Geo-
graphical Society was meeting us at the station to take us to an
official breakfast. This didn't suit Amundsen at all.
"I am very hungry," he informed me. "Let the rest of the party
go to that breakfast. You come with me."
So we told the committee we had previously made a very im-
portant engagement. Amundsen and I then went to the Blackstone
Hotel, where, though we had been three days on a train, he ordered
and ate, among other things, four hard-boiled eggs.
"I remember liking these as a boy," he said.
He was a very modest and very democratic man, Of Nansen he
said to me once: "Nansen is too kingly. He will not hobnob with
the common herd." But Amundsen liked people,  On his expedi-
tions he was not only leader but comrade with everyone, Once he
made a friend, nothing thereafter could shake his loyalty. He stood
there on some rock of his own.
He never deserted Dr. Frederick A. Cook, and made it a point

